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Chant : 
Ret uss Bats Us Us a'sa wa Hify usa | 


Male Voice 1—Thus said the poet : The Lord, ever compassionate, listened to 
the wail of humanity and sent Guru Nanak unto earth. He came to emancipate 
humanity from the evil qualities which bring on sin and suffering. He taught the 
eternal moral and spiritual truths, guided mankind to righteous living. He challenged 
long-established systems, dark and tyrannical. 


Were I to live years millions upon millions, 
Abjuring all food and living on air alone, 
Setting eyes not on Sun and Moon even, 
Sleeping nota wink— 
Even thus would Thy Greatness elude my imagination— 
How might I express it ? 


Musical Chant : 
afe act vst maa" Il (p. 14, Adi Granth) 


Female voice : To find Him would I be a doe living in the forest, 


Browsing among herbs and roots. 
God alone is my merchandise ! 
To find him could I be a Kokila on the mangoe, 
. Pouring my love in passionate notes unforced. 
To meet the Lord would I be a fish, living ever in 
Him, the sustaining river. 


To meet the Lord, would I be a she-serpent, 
Living in earth’s bowels. 


Swaying to the intoxicating notes of his music. 


Chanting : Female Voice : 
gael get ge gHit tl (p. 15, Adi Granth) 
Male Voice 1: 1469. Dark was the age-with corruption gone deep into the 
social structure. Religion was superstition, dead ritual, strife. As said Guru Nanak, 


in the anguish of his soul: It is the darkest night, with the moon of righteousness 
nowhere visible. Rulers are butchers and the age is turned knife in their hands, to 


slaughter helpless humanity. 
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Male Voice 2 :Religion, taught Guru Nanak, is not the show of piety nor 
hatred of others. It is to be humble in spirit, contented and compassionate. To teach 
this, he travelled overour vast land, and beyond, across the forbidding Himalayas and 
far into Arabian sands. Hindu, Muslim he united in God-fearing truthfulness and love, 
where strife had formerly been. 


(Soft tune in Basant, about | minute) 


Female Voice : 1469: In the mild month of April he appeared ina humble 
townlet in Punjab. He directed mankind to worship the Timeless Supreme Being, 
whom he called in the ancient tradition of India —-Omkar, Brahm, Purusha. He called 
him Rama, Hari, Gopal, Jagadish. He also called him, in the way of our Muslim 
countrymen, Khuda, Parvardgar, Karim, Rahim. (Pause) To mankind he showed the 
way of truthful living and to those who wielded arrogant power, he taught to be 
just and compassionate. For those whom the serfdom of generations had condemned 
to station below the human, he raised the voice of sympathy : 


Nanak is humblest of the humble—He is with 
Such and not with the powerful and the great. 
Lord, Thy mercy falls on the land where the 
Poor and the humble are cherished. 


Chant : Female Voice : 
atat nfefa ate afs...... 


Mole Voice 2: Asthe Guru was growing upinhis small town of Talwandi 
now called after him Nankana Sahib, God let fall on him mysterious signs to mark 
him off from other men, as the Divinely-ordained Guide and teacher. Many were 
puzzled, including his own parents. One man, however was blessed with the insight 
which saw in him the Divine Guide. This was Rae Bular the Muslim Rajput lord of 
the small demesne in which Talwandi was situated. 


Man 1: Have you heard of the strange things about Nanak, Kalu’s son ? 


Man 2: Itis allso strange. I returned only yesterday from Lahore where 
I went to buy horses for our chief. Even there men were wondering, saying that 
in Talwandi God has given strange powers to a young lad. 


Man 1: The other day as he was sleeping under a tree near Kalu’s field, it was 
the after-noon hour. The tree shades moved East. But would you believe it ? 
The babul tree under which Nanak slept, kept its shade unchanged, so that the sun 
might not hurt his face. A strangelight played round his head. Some travellers saw 
this and were wonder struck. Thenthe chief came riding that way and seeing the 
wonder fell on his knees, repeated the holy creed, and touched the earth with his 
forehead. So did all the others. (Effect) (A note on the flute in Ramkali-30 seconds). 
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Man 2: Can it be that this isa miracle ? What isthe boy’s father ? Only an 
ordinary farmer and account-keeper. Would God reveal his light through one of such 


circumstances ? 

Man 1: Who can fathom divine mystery ? God often reveals himself through 
the simple and the humble and not through those with wealth and cleverness. The 
boy has shown other signs too of being saintly. He asked the Brahmins to put on 
him the everlasting thread of religion and not a mere thread cotton. This left the 
Brahmin puzzled. 


Man 2: This is strange. What did the boy mean—everlasting thread ? 


Man 1: The everlasting thread he said, of compassion, contentment, purity 
and truth. He said he would not wear the common thread twisted from cotton, that 
gets soiled, snaps and burns. Give me the thread forthe soul, he said. Such are 
the thoughts he utters. Grey-bearded elders, Pandits, maulvis, yogis, sufis, all are 
wonder-struck at his words. Truly,in this small village is born a chosen one of God. 

Man 2: You may well say that. He must have been given these truths by God 
Himself. But his father, I hear is not so pleased. 

Man 1: No wonder, Nanak is Kalu’s only son. He naturally wishes him to 
grow to be a successful man of the world, to add tothe family wealth; but he keeps 
much with holy men and sings religious songs. What father would be happy seeing 
his son growing up idle, as he says ? 

Man 2: Iheard there was an unpleasant family scene in Kalu’s home. He 
complained to the Chief about the wayward doings of this lad. Some days back he 
sent him to look after his farm. He is said to have vanished into the forest with some 
Sadhus. The cattle over-ran the field, but luckily there was no loss. 


Man 1 : So, thank God—what is the complaint then ? 

Man 2: The lad says, when he is not there, God guards the fields. But would 
Kalu be satisfied with that? Then he keeps away long periods. His mother is 
grieving. 

Man 1: The Chief told him, ‘Mehta Kalu, thou art blinded by worldly anxie- 
ties. Thy eyes cannot see that thy son is no ordinary mortal. He is one of the beloved 
ones of God” But Kalu brought another grievence. He said, ‘the lad wasted the 
rupees given to him for trade on some Sadhus when he fed’. ‘Such Charity, he said. 
would ruin him’. 


Man 2: I myself heard the Chief, said he, ‘Kalu, in my opinion thou art 
mistaken. Thy son is not wasteful. I have seen and heard a few things about him. 
Never mayst thou be angry with him or say a harsh word. Thou didst badly to strike 
him. God will not be pleased with such anact. Kalu, thou and I are blessed that 
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we have seen this holy being. The whole town is blessed through him. Kalu, when 
thou and I will be dust and forgotten, thy son Nanak’s name will be worshipped by 
men, and through him we too will be remembered. Leave him to his ways. He needs 
not thy advice, but the world needs his teaching. 

Set thy mind at rest, my friend. Thy son Nanak will bring comfort to thou- 
sands. Thy eyes cannot see beyond the veil. God has granted to my eyes a brief 
glimpse. Beatease, Thy son will be the boat to mankind tossing in the sea of sin 
and sorrow. The world shall be saved by him in this dark Kaliyuga. God Almighty, 
we thank Thee for Thy mercy to us !’ (Effect - Sorath or flute). 


Male Voice 1: The Guru grew to manhood and hada family. Now he was 
persuaded to accept employment under Daulat Khan, Chief of Sultanpur, a small 


principality, now inthe Kapurthala District of Punjab. The Guru had charge of 
the Chief’s provision-stores, and had to receive commodities and issue them on 


requisition for state purposes. This way he passed several years. But his real love 
was not for the world or its wealth but for God and His creation. So, while engaged 
in the duties of his office, he would often be abstracted, and as provisions were weigh- 


ing, would forget their count in his absorption inthe illimitable Divine mystery. 
His ecstasy would as strongly grip the beholders, and weighing and selling became 


itself a mode of worship. 
Chorus of voices: Ram, Ram, Sat Kartar, Ya Allah, ya Rahim .. ..(faint de- 
votional tune) 


Man | : Have you noticed how careless this store-man, Nanak is? He keeps 
his eyes shut, and whoever has a wish, may take away anything. This must be re- 
ported to the Nawab. 


Man 2: This has been brought to his notice before. But on enquiry nothing 
was found short. 


Man 1: But how can that be? I think the scrutiny was partial. Look at the 
way he gives away charities. Could he do so without peculation from the state stores Ne 
I am convinced he is hiding his dishonesty under the cloak of religion. 


Man 2: Your eyes are prejudiced. Heis aman of God. God has his own 
mysterious ways to help His devotees. Nanak is a true worshipper of God, and makes 
no distinction between rich and poor, small and great and Hindu and Muslim. The 
other day I saw that he refused to be browbeaten bya relative of the Nawab, who 
wanted excess rations for his retainers. As the man was getting furious, Nanak just 
looked in his face and the man suddenly became calm, bowed and departed. He 
said, Master, those who are under Thy protection will never suffer want. Such won- 
ders are reported about him. 
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Man 1: I amnot convinced. If he is a holy man, why does he do service under 
the Nawab? Why does not he live in some cave or forest then ? 


Man 2: I believe a holy man is needed more among men than away. Haven't 
you seen how everyone catches Godliness from him? The Nawab isdeeply impresed 
with his piety Don’t you try carrying tales against him. It may only get you a 
rebuff. — Pause 

Male Voice 1 : One day report was brought to the Nawab that the Store-keeper, 
Nanak had disappeared after entering the rivulet for his bath. Ashe did not re- 
appear for long, some of his traducers got the opportunity to malign him and accuse 
him of dishonesty in handlidg State property. — Pause 

Daulat Khan : And news of Nanak ? 

Man 1: None, your Highness. Search-parties have been sent. 

Daulat Khan: Itis three days since he disappeared. What can it be? The 
stores are reported to be perfect. We had neversaid a harsh word to him. Why 
has he gone away like this ? 

Man 1: Sire, we sent out men to look for him in various directions. The 
stream too has been scoured. No trace of him is found. 

Daulat Khan: Evidently he is drowned. The body must have flowed far 
downstream. His brother-in-law came crying. I am sorry for his family, who have 
lost their bread-winner. He was an officer of high integrity. Pity ! 

Man 2: Sire, someone has brougt report Nanak has been found. He is in the 
city square. A crowd is following him ; he has cast off his cloak and is wearing only 
a coarse shirt. 


Daulat Khan: What is all this ? 


Man 2: Sir, He says he has taken service with the King of Kings. and has 
left your Highness service. His brother-in-law appealed to him to come home, but 
he said, my home is with mankind, these worldly ties are false and unreal. His people 
are crying. 

Daulat Khan: He is a man of God. That was always evident from his way of 
life. I am sorry to lose him. Still, send someone to ask him to meet me. 


Man 2: Sire, we told him that, but he said, what have I to do with the princes 
of the world 2? God the King is my master, who makes and unmakes Nawabs and 
Sultans. Sire, such words may make the people seditious. 

Daulat Khan: No, no, no such fear! Nothing bad can come from Nanak. 
He is interested only in truth and right living. Still, I should wish to see him 
and to have a few words with him May be he will be persuaded to stay in 
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our service. (Cries outside: Baba Nanak—Sacha Pir—Satnam etc ) What noise 
is that ? 


Man 1:_ Sire, this is the crowd surrounding Nanak. They are raising shouts. 
Hail holy Guru Nanak ! Hail, guide of Hindus and Muslim ! 


Man 3: Sire, Nanak is raising the cry, ‘There is no Hindu and no Musal- 
man’. [Iam afraid he has either lost his reason oris uttering heresy. No one, sir, 
may be permitted to attack religion. Your Highness will be well-advised to put 
him under restraint. The Chief Kazi and the Purohit are coming to petition your 
Highness. 

Man 4: Sire, this man Nanak is clearly violating the holy laws of Islam on 
which this state and the empire rest. He denies that namaz. fasting and other acts 
make a man a Musalman. He is saying in what way a Muslim should offer namaz. 
This is intolerable from a non-muslim. His attack is directly on our glorious faith. 
Even a Muslim uttering such blasphemy would be punished with stoning. I pray 
your Highness to let the law operate in this case. 


Man 5: Sire, Nanak is attacking Dharma. He says Hindus and Musalmans 
are one. This is against the act of God. He makes other attacks on dharma too. 
He says all may eat together. Has one ever heard of such things ? Cana Brahmin 
sit with a low-caste Shudra? What else does he not attack ? The sacred thread, 
thk tirthas, the paste-mark on the forehead. If he continues, people’s religious faith 
will be shaken. I have sprinkled myself with Ganga-water since I heard of his 
impious talk, 

Daulat Khan: You are both speaking in anger and misunderstanding. Ido 
not think Nanak means either to harm islam or Hinduism. Heisa man of God, 
and his words have a deeper meaning. The common people, my learned friends, 
have seen the holy light in his words which your book learning is hiding from you. 
Listen a voice Holy is coming as from God. Listen to it with your souls and not 
with minds full of disputation. Listen, there it rises ! 

Holy Voice : There is no Hindu and no Mussalman. None is born holy, and 
none impure. Man will be judged by God according to his actions. Those whose 
actions are righteous, shall be near him at the court divine, others will be kept at a 
distance. Each will gather only the crop he hath sown. Therefore, brethren, follow 
the way of truth. Know ye my Hindu brethren, dharma Jies in compassion and hu- 
manity. He who lacks these is not noly even though he bathes at sacred places and 
performs all ceremonies. Not the sacred thread, not the paste-mark on the fore- 
head, not blowing the conch is religion—religion is devotion to God and love and 
pity for God’s children. A true Muslim, my Muslim brethren is one who submits 
to the Divine Will, is truthful and never appropriates what does not belong to him. 
To be a true Muslim is hard. One who is such, is veritably a blessing for mankind. 
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To take anything unrighteously is to the Hindu like the flesh of the cow and to the 
Muslim like the flesh of the pig. In such alife, brethren, lies true religion and 
not in the show of holiness, Muslim or Hindu. He whoclaims tobe holy and begs 
at others doors—never ye touch his feet, He alone knows the way of God who earns 
his bread by honest work and shares what he earns, with others Hail the creator- 
whose names are Ram and Hari and Allah and Rahim. 


Daulat Khan : The holy voice has ceased. In prayer and humanity let us all bow 
towards it ( Effect : Tune ) thrones, authority, creeds — all must fall in worship be- 
fore the Word inspired by God : Sub-han Allah : Allah is holy. 


Musical recitation : 


Male Voice: He alone is holy who finds approval in the eyes of God. 


No man is born pure or impure. 
Musical recitation 


a 3u gefy A 3G der ua as afe ( P. 61, Adi Granth) 


Male Voice 1: To purify the vast world he set forth. Taking leave of his family 
and the benevolent chief of Sultanpur, Guru Nanak - set out to fulfil God’s mission. 
He came to sacred placzs, centres of ascetic and other orders and to towns and 
villages ( Effect tune ) 

Ritual is not religion. 
It is the quest of the soul for God. 
No less is it the love of humanity, pity for those in suffering. 


Male Voice 2: Then came he to the centre of Yoga on the mountains. Cut off 
from the stream of life, the yogis were engaged in seeking miraculous powers. The 
world they said, is a shadow, a mirage and s0 fit to be left : 

( Some tune of vairag on a stringed instrument ) 
Preached the Guru to the : 
Male Voice 2: (Soft tune hummed throughout ) 
Yoga lies not in the begging-pouch, or in carrying a_ staff, 
Nor in smearing the body with ashes. 
Yoga lies not in ear-rings or in cropping close the head, or in blow- 
ing the horn. To life, immaculate amdist the impurities of the world 
This is the true yoga-practice. 

Male Voice 1: What is the true equipment for the seeker after God ? 

Make contentment thy ear-rings; righteous endeavour thy begging bow! and pouch, 
and contemplation thy ashes; 


Let all mankind be thy sect—conquering thus thyself, mayst thou be great among 
men. 
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Female Voice: Letthy diet be enlightenment; 
Compassion thy dispenser of charities; 
Let divine music resound in each heart; 
( Pause ) As is the lotus untouched by the water; 
Or the duck by the stream; 
So man, fixing his mind on the eternal may cross the ocean 
of the world— thus doth Nanak state the truth. ( Tune ends ) 
Male Voice: The yogis, to display their miraculous powers, created thunder 
and lightning. ( Here effects may be given ) 
Enveloping the whole space, with darkness, 
They made it appear as though howling spirits and sinister demariac 
sounds; obedient to their art, were in the air. 
( Effects, Howls etc. ) 


The Guru, his soul in tune with God, sat unperturbed through these frighten- 
ing displays. After the yogis had finished, the Holy Voice arose in calm tunes, words 


coming from the depth of heart and soul. 


Holv Voice: Reverend sirs, I have little to show in the way of the marvels 

practised by you. My sole support is the word of God and holy company. 

What are miracles worth ? 

Were I to wear the vesture of fire, 

Lodge in a house of snow and feed on iron; 

Were I to drink at a gulp all the suffering of mankind; 

Were I to drive the earth about; 

Were my will omnipotent and bind the universe in obedi- 
ence: what even then ? 

God’s greatest gift is not such powers; 

Great is one whom is devotion to his name. 

Female Voice: Ina voice vibrating with the deep sense of mankind’s suffer- 
ing, he called the yogis, engaged in the lonely pursuit of mystries; to betake them- 
selves to the world of men, to relieve suffering, and teach true religion. 

Holy Voice: Reverend Sirs, the moon of righteousness lies hidden under the 


darkness of iniquity ; 
The dark night of evil hath covered the earth; 


I have set out to find the light of truth; 
Those like you who are holy, have hidden themselves in 


mountain caves ; 

Who might then save the world ? 

Ignorant medicants know little besides smearing themselves 
with ashes ; 

The whole world is in the grip of ruin for lack of a guide. 
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Female Voice: The true yogi, the mystic lives ever in wonder, ever wrapt 
in God; Saith the Guru ; in what scales may God's greatness be weighed, who the 
weighman and who gold tester ? To weigh him, make the scales of the mind, the 
weighman the soul; devotion the gold tester. 

Even these are not enough. 

He alone is the scales; he alone the weighman ; 

He alone the buyer and seller; he the sole merchant of his greatness. 

Musica! chanting in female voice. 
ae sant zze 3a (P. 30 Adi Granth ) 


Male Voice: Moving further east, Guru Nanak came to the famous centre 

of worship of Jagan Nath at Puri in Orissa, 

(effect : couch-blowing, hand taboes, flutes ) 
Here he met a concourse of holymen, hailing from different areas of our land 
each contributing something to the vast multi-faceted spiritual life of our people. 
For days he was in the company of Sri Chattanya Mahaprabhu, the spiritual guide 
of Bengal. Together they discoursed on the life of the spirit and the path of ascent 
to the supreme being. Inthe evenings, they performed, alongwith a large assembly 
Kirtan or holy chanting : 

( Here a composition in Todi for one and a half minutes, to the accom- 

paniment of drum and cymbols etc. ) 


Male Voice 2: Of evenings the arati would be performed in the holy temples 
of Puri. The priests would chant hymns in praise of the presiding deity Vishnu, 
with lamps placed on Salver-waved in adoration and the offerings of flowers. ( Effect : 
couch-blowing, songs, an arati tune in Ramkali—one minute ). 


Female Voice: With his soul in tune with the illimitable Brahm, the crea- 
tor, the Guru in exalted ecstasy sang an arati of his own to him whose adoration 
the entire universe performs day and night, 

Placed on the salver of heaven are the lamps sun and moon, 

With the bright pearls of the constellations— thy offering : 

Fragrant mountain breezes thy incense, the wind thy fan; 

The entire blossoming vegetation thy flower-offerings, 

Wonderful is this arati of entire creation to thee; 

Divine spiritual harmony 

Orchestrates Thy worship : 

Thousands Thy eyes, Thy shapes, yet invisible thou remainst; 

Thousands Thy lotus-feet; of thousand waves thy wafed fragrance, 

Yet invisible. wonderful Thy essence : 

Musical recitation : 
ade arg ( P. 13 Adi Granth ) 
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Male Voice 2: Guru Nanak, after Pi ee stay at Puri, travelled fur- 
ther on to the extreme ends of our Jand. He brought the light of godliness and 
truthful living to vast crowds —everywhere people hailed him as guide, Saviour. 

( Effect. Jai Sat Guru, Jai Nanak Maharaj ! ) 
( Couchs, drums ) 
God is Eternal, without fear, without hate. 
Chorus— Male and Female Voice : Ek Omkar, Sati-nam, Nirbhau, Nirvair. 


Female Voice: In Kamarup, Assam, land of magic and occult arts, was the 
enchantress Nurshah, queen of sorceresses. From dormiac powers they acquired 
unholy magic. As Guru Nanak approached their town, with God’s name and the 
the message of the pure life, they sought to match their black art against his holy 
word : 

(Voluptuous music, with rhythmic beat of dancing feet with tinkling 
ankle-bells ). 

Woman 1--- Rani, he is outside the gates; his eyes half-closed. He appears 
not to attend to the music. 


Woman 2— His face is so calm, as though some great joy has stilled it. 
How handsome his look, his lotus eyes ! 


Nurshah : Let music and dance continue ( Music ). How long can this man 
defy our charms ? We are daughters of Gandharvas ; we obey no one’s God. This 
man is coming to subdue our ancient cult. How long will he resist ? Is he not born 
of yoman ? Isn’t he flesh and blood ? 


Woman 2— Rani, so-far he has proved entirely indifferent to us. He looks as 
though all our allurements have no meaning for him. 

Nurshah: Let music continue ( Music ) scatter fragrance round him. Some 
clink wine-cups (effect ). Give him inviting looks. No man has gone from here 
without losing his senses to us : kings, lords, anchorites, priests— all have we over- 
thrown. 

Woman 1— Rani, but this one is the holy Guru Nanak. Even Kali Yuga 
failed to tempt him. 

Woman 2— We look like failing this one. 

Nurshah : Don’t you be silly. By my art I can raise woman’s charm a 
thousandfold. You shall all look to him apsaras from Indra’s Swarga. 


( Voluptuous sounds as above, with giggling and rhythamic clapping ) 

He bears after all human flesh. With our art we can touch, soothe and excite 

the network of man’s nerves so that passion boils over in him. The blood tingles for 
sweet release- for clasping woman’s body. The whole frame yearns for the touch of 
woman. He may resist, but how long ? In a dream of ecstasy he will walk into our 
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net. Later, when he wakes after his voluptuous hours with us, he may repent. But 
then he will be in our grip. His regret he will seek again to drown in our cups, the 
fragrance of our bosoms. His eyes will seek our half-revealed limbs, his imagination 
will make him restless. We will tantalize, yield and again withdraw like a child for 
a toy he will follow us. ( Pause—music ) 

I shall make a present of him to our Master. I shall make him dance with 
me. I shall wrap him round my little finger. Don’t you know me—all of you ? 

Woman 1: Rani, some say his word has power to cut across our magic. 

Nurshah: No, a thousand times no ! If he still resists, I shall show him my 
other face. I shall have his red, warm blood, and dance over his prostrate body 
like our mother goddess ; like Salame, Herod’s daughter. Keep up the dance ! ( Dance 
and music and rhythmic clapping) 

( Music suddenly stops with a clang ) 

Woman 1 : Rani, what has happened ? What is this ? 

Woman 2: Our feet will not move. The instruments are dumb. I cannot 
clap ; my palms will not join in aclap. Look madam, they will not join. 

Nurshah: Strange! Is his power great than ours ? 

Guru Yaksha, Menaka mother, help ! Help your hand-maid ! 

Woman 1: The mother goddess is powerless to release our movements. What 
shall we do ? Is his magic greater than ours ? 

Nurshah: No, women! We have been deluded. He seeks to not to possess 
us. Let us seek his blessing. Our false art has really failed before the word of God 
( Pause ). Holy sir, we are sinful women. Forgive us. Your power is from God; our 
arts are false. 

Woman 1: Listen, Rani the holy voice ! 

Holy Voice: Repeat God’s holy Name. Ek Onkar, Sati Nam. 

Women: Ek Onkar Sati Nam ; Sati nam, Ek Onkar. 

Women (together) Look, madam our hands are united. Our palms were fixed at 
the clapping of sin; now they are joined in worship. Holy, holy Guru ! we worship 
God and repeat thy word. 

Holy Voice: ( Strumming of tanpura background ) 

Go thou daughter-princess ! 

Meditate on the True Name, 

Make thy days fruitful ; 

Serve the beloved Lord. 

Seek protection in His love. 

Remove through meditating on the Divine word 
The poisonous thirst for the world. ( Pause ) 
The fruit of pleasure tastes sweet for a short while 
Then will it begin to torment thee ! 
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This fruit which hath intoxicated thee, will then torment. 

Pleasure is unstable as the stormy ocean : as flashing lightning. 
Women’s voices: We seek refuge in holy Guru Nanak—Ek Onkar, 
Sati Nam. 

Male Voice 1: 1521. Around this time Guru Nanak came home from a 
long sojourn into the Islamic Jands—Arabia, Iraq, Iran, Afghanistan and the Pathan 
lands lying along the borders of India. Like the holy men of the Hindus, he met also 
the teachers of Islam—to plead with each to make religion a force for tolerance and 
compassion—to demolish the walls of hate. For his message of love and brother- 
hood, the world honoured him. 


Effect : 
Voice: Baba Nanak, Sacha Pir. 


Satguru Nanak, Patit-Pavan ! 
( Tune: Bhairavi ) 

Male Voice 2 : 1521—Came Babar, with his powerful, conquering hordes, and 
fell upon the Panjab. The Guru witnessed the holocaust made by Babar’s army. 
It was avast tragedy for the Indian people, yet a lesson painfully learnt about 
morality. The Guru in accents agonized, yet full of faith in divine justice, pointed 
out to the people of India the operation of the laws of God in their calamity. 

Female Voice : The voice of the suffering of millions ; the shame and humi- 
liation of the Indian people—found expression through the words of Guru Nanak. He 
spoke in accents plaintive and deep, and yet rising toa vision of the eternity. He 
appealed to the creater God, for mercy to his creation. He expressed the pathos of 
the suffering of India’s womanhood; he saw the bridal vermillion effaced and dainty 
heads laden with dust. God, he said, visits with calamity those who in their day of 
luxury forget Him. Man must suffer for his involvement in sin and yet must he seek 
refuge in God. Wailing women, widowed and enslaved—his words expresed their 
woe—the divine was also the intensely human. 

( Effect : Pathos : A touching tune—Kafi ) 

Battle noises : Trumpets, drums, distant shots. 
Male Voice |\— Their elephants are frightened by our fire and turn back. 
II— Trampling theirown men. Now, we charge. 
III— ( shout ) Attack— Make a great assault. 
II— Sir, the Indians are fighting quite well. The elephants are out of the 


way. Send reinforcement to the right. 
IfI— Fighton. Their leaders are running away on elephants, Look that one 


on the tusker elephant. Follow him down. 
I— Strike, strike. They are demoralised. ( More battle noise ), Look, 
the Indian commander is wounded. Go you andcut him down. Climb into the 


howdah, you and you, make for him. 
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II— They are now running. Pursue. Spare none. Make a flanking movement 


to surround them. 


II[— Our cavalry areon all sides of them. But the Indians are fighting 
desperately. Itis hand to hand now. 

II— But they are leaderless. Direct cannon-fire among them (volley). 

III— Nowthey are running away. Our horsemen are in pursuit. 


II— They are cutting down the Indians, Victory ! This has been a hard- 
won victory. These Panjab soldiers are tough, my God! But their leaders failed 
them. That was our good-luck. 

I— My! What loot! Elephants, chariots, camels! This will be wealth 
indeed. 


II— Smoke isrising. They are burning all around. 


III— Swarms of prisoners too. How will we look after so many ? These men, 
women—good ! So, once again we repeat operation prisoners-carrying slaves to 
Kabul I think we stopthe slaughter now. There has been enough already. 

If— True—I think the Emperor will soon call off the battle. This victory 
will please him greatly. 

(Prolonged drum-beat, trumpets, announcing cease-fire.) 

II— The Emperor has called off the battle. Time to rest. (Groans of men) 
Soldiers’ cries: Keep you in line, or we cut off the head of each one of you. 
Do you hear ? . 

(Women’s wailing). 

I— The Emperor. All, Salaam! Up-arms! All: Long life and victory to 
the Emperor. Long live Babar, exalted Sultan, scion of Sultans ! 

Babar : God in His Mercy has given to us the rich province of Panjab ..... 

Our next objective, my brave men, will be the throne of Delhi. The Sultan’s 
elephants trampled their own soldiers. This is the weak part of the Indians’ 
strategy. It helped us. We rest here for afew days and then marchon Lahore. 
The pursuit is called off. Let the soldiers make merry for the night. Distribute jugs 
of wine and roast meat. 

II— Sire, what are your orders for the prisoners 2? We have quite a large 
number on our hands. (Women’s wailing again). 

Babar: By our right as victors we keep the able-bodied men and take 
menial service from them. The women shall be for Kabul. They will serve our 
brave people there. All gold and silver must be deposited with the treasurer. 
Anyone keeping booty must immediately be punished. 

(A faint sound, in Rag Asa ) 
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Babar: What sound was that? It came asif my soul within spoke to me. 
Men: (Together) What sound, sire ? We heard nothing. 
(Sound still) 
Babar: No, itisthere. Who is init? It sounds like the voice of Allah, 
speaking to me. 
Man 1: Sire, our soldiers saw a white-bearded man, looking like a fakir. 
He stood unperturbed amid the battle. Arrows and shots were flying past him. 


He stood, as though unmindful where he was. They say his name is Baba Nanak. 
One Uzbek soldier made to strike him. His arm was paralysed where it was, All 


who saw, touched his feet. 
Babar: This is possible. Once when caught in snow at the heights of 


Hindukush, a fakir appeared to me as if from nowhere. He said: Babar, Never thou 
forget Allah. Show mercy. Do justice. Honour saints. And then he. disappeared. 


Find out this holy man. He may be the same. Lead me to him. | hope some fool 
has not struck him again. 


Man 2: Imet this holy man two years ago in Kabul. He said, love all 
human beings, whatever their faith or caste. God will be with you. He said, 
those who forget God, God will forsake them. He will not leave evil-doers in 


power. I think this was a prophecy of our victory. 
Babar: Allah alone knows the secret meaning of what the saints utter. 
Lead meto him. Ah! there now—listen, a strange voice rising—listen ! 


Holy voice: Those who abjured the path of forgiveness, vanished from the 
earth ; their vast cohorts availed them not. God destroys tyrants and evil-doers : 
Ravana, Duryodhana, Jarasandh— all arrogant tyrants fell in ignominy. The creator 
is just, and lets His Divine Law operate. Those who forget His way, are led to 
destruction. (Pause—Tune Asa) 


Terrible, terrible is the suffering of the people of Hindustan ; 
Hindus, Muslims —all have shared the agony of defeat. 
The men are slaughtered. Women are dishonoured. 


The conqueror has spared neither Hindu womenfolk nor the Muslim—all are 
dishonoured, unveiled. 


The vermilion of brides is rubbed off ; their curly tresses choked in dust ; 
All their glittering jewellery snatched, their luxurious couches fouled. 


Terrible, terrible is the calamity of Hindustan. 


The Mughal has descended with his wedding-party of lust and sin, and 
demands the surrender of India’s womanhood, 
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Muslim priests, Hindu Brahmins are thrust aside—the devil is making unholy 
marriages. 

Lord, unbearable is this calamity for the Indian People—utterly unbearable 
(Tune continues) 

The Mughal has fallen like a tiger upon a herd of kine. 

Why this, Lord Creator, why ? 

Yet Lord, art thou just ; 

Thy judgement is just. 

The rulers of India in their purblind folly lost this jewel ; 

Their lives were a shame ; in Death will they not be remembered ; 

Yet, my Lord God, Thy creatures who wail and suffer—didst thou feel no pity 
for them? No pity ? (Pause—Tune Asa) 

Gone up in flames are lofty mansions, and enslaved their owners ; 

Those who forgot God in their day of luxury; are starved now for a crust of 


bread ; 
Their women dishonoured, dragged about by the minions of victorious power ; 


Places of worship reduced to rubble ; 
Their foolish priests, Hindus, Muslims slaughtered, who knew not the true 
principle of godliness ; 
By magic they sought to blind the Mughals—What folly ! 
(Pause—tune Asa) 
This is the ordinance of Babar—terrible and stern. 
Their bread is snatched from people’s hands. 
This city is a city of corpses ; 
At such a festival of death, blood alone is the saffron to strew ; 
The song to suit it is alone the wail of mourning ! 
(Pause-Tune Asa) 
Gone are those who hoarded unjust treasures, with sin and aggression, with sin 
and aggression ; 
Man, know that the treasures of the world came not except through 
sin, and drop off at death ! 
People of India, remember my warning ! 
Unless ye be just, your life’s garment shall be torn again and again 


to shreds ! ( Pause—Tune—Asa ) 


With the humble and the lowly is Nanak, 
Little desire hath he to envy the great: 
Lord, thy mercy falls on the land wherein are the poor looked after. 


( Tune again ) 


45 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji eLibrary NamdhariElibrary@gmail.com 


Babar : Holy, holy is the word of Baba Nanak. May God grant me and 
my successors to follow this noble teachings. Hail, holy Nanak! 
Musical recitation : (Asa) 

UIA YAH SMI... eee ( P. 360 Adi Granth ) 

Male Voice: Guru Nanak taught man to abjure ill-gotten wealth. That earn- 
ing alone is pure and acceptable to God which comes to man by honest means. 
The wealth of the rich be spurned. He was with the humble in their low cottages and 
shared with them their dry crust of bread, offered in love and reverence. 

( Ceremonial ringing of a gong as at an alms-giving. Cries : Sati Nam 
Sat-Guru Nanak. ) 

Man1: My sons, bank not on inherited wealth. What Ihave I am giving 
away in obedience to the holy Guru. Gold silver, jewels, chariots, horses, cows, 
bullocks—all is God’s and shall go in the way of God, for the poor and the needy. 

Man 2/3: Father, we are contented to obey your will. The holy Guru’s 
word has entered our soul. The best of all wealths is worship and contentment. We 
shall earn our livelihood by the sweat of our brow. 

Woman: Take these necklaces, rings, bracelets, anklets. These are fetters for 
the soul, as the Guru said. I feel free and light after parting with them. Such peace 
has come over me as I never felt. You my daughters-in-law, lighten your burden too, 
in the way of God. 

Woman 2: Mother dear, we shall obey you. We were fortunate to be given 
in marriage in your great family. We now feel more blessed that we have such noble 
parents-in-law and such husbands. You are all great souls—Maha-atmas ! 

Woman 3: In giving away what we have, there are no regrets. We shall work 
like the common folk. God will look after our children. 

Woman!: My daughters, our eyes are opened by the holy Guru’s grace. 
When he declined our invitation tothe yagya I was angry. Like a purse-proud 
woman I said, ‘Who is this haughty fakir ?’ 

Man |: God had sent him to save all of us. I shall never forget how the 
holy Guru looked into my eyes. He penetrated my whole being and I sawtruth as 
if ina flash. He said, ‘Malik Bhago, thou art immensely rich, Thou art giving 
away a small fraction of thy wealth incharity. Cana thief give away does not belong 
to him ?’ 

Man 4: Malik Ji, what did the Guru mean ? Calling you thief ? 


Man | : Yes, my friend. He said, what you have not earned by honest means 
is not yours. Hence it isa form of thievery. Your goods are stolen from the poor. 
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Will God accept stolen goods ?. [was angry, my friends. My first impulse was to 
push him out—this holiest of beings. | 

Man 4: What sacrilege it would have been! God forbid ! 

Man 1: Just then arrived Lalo, our workman and tenant with a crust of his 
food. It was course and black. I thought my dog would spurnit. Then the holy 
Guru picked up a handful from my dishes, dripping with ghee. And as he squeezed 
each, what did | behold ! My eyes could not believe it. (Pause) As the Guru closed 
each of his palms, behold, I felt as though blood dripped from my things ; blood, 
drop by drop. The tasty dishes all were blood—and—and—mitk from the labourers 
crust. I felt the whole host of gods and goddesses were showering flowers on the 
Guru. 

Man 4: Wonderful beyond words ! What then ? 

Manl: My friend, my whole being was penetrated by a kind of light—the 
darkness was lifted. My wealth, so the Guru showed, was the blood of the poor 
which I have sucked. The poor man’s crust had init the milk of honesty and purity. 
Said the Guruto me: My good friend, make thyself a merchant of truth—leave 
this false commerce of thine. Thy wealth isa fire whose flame ever torments thee. 
it is earned in sin and is kept in agony and anguish, lest it should be lost or 
diminished. God’s name is the true wealth. Garnish that. So, yousee I act as he 
taught me. 


Man 4: Is the Guru gone now? 

Man 1: Hecame and went. He hasto save millions like me in other places. 
So he moves on and on, like the mother-cow anxious for the welfare of her young 
ones. Go, my friend, send the word through the town. Let the poor come and 
take from me what I took by force or fraud from them. Holy Guru Nanak ! 
(Gong again.) 

Male Voice 2: The holy Guru Nanak—his word travelled far and wide 
Hindu, Muslim—Pandit, Kazi—he taught all to view mankind as brothers. Hate and 
rancour melted at the sweet strains of his hymns of love. 

(Tune in Darbar: Kanara ) 

Male voice 1: Said the Guru: 

Know ye this to be the measure of the Lord. 
Caste and birth are not there considered. 
Worthiness is determined alone by man’s deeds. 
(Tune repeated). 

Female voice : Guru Nanak’s soul, the loving bride whose spouse was God, 
yearned ever for union with Him. Life to him was like a journey through a strange 
land. His soul sent to the Lord God, messages, full of the tears of love, to meet Him. 

Female Voice Chant: 
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Aas oA fess... 
Hdd Us S Wee feysr 
( P. t111, Adi Granth ) 


Female Voice: To the bride, waiting for her Lord through the long months, 
at last comes the end of the years, the month of Phalgun, bringing agreeable warmth 
and the breeze of spring. So, the Guru’s bride-soul sang this song of union: 


In Phalgun is the heart joyful ; 

Show Thy grace, come back home, 

Lord of my heart that art away : 

What good to deck myself away from the spouse, 


cast off from His mansion ? 
Love of the Lord is all my ornament—jewels, 


gold, rustling robes of silk. 


Male Voice: 1539: End of the sojourn on earth, the hour of union with the 
Eternal spouse arrived. The flame merged into the Divine Light ; the stream flowed 
into the Ocean. Hindus, Muslims, all—to whom his word had brought the light of 
truth and humanity, claimed Him to be of their sect—Him who was truly of no sect. 
Ti: ass2 nbled congregation paid homage to their guide. 

(Chorus) Hail, holy Guru Nanak, 

Whose eye looked on all alike, 

Who transcended the lure of praise, 
Whose spirit evil tongues touched not — 
Through his Word humanity 

Crossed the stormy waters of sin. 


Chant : 
a3 G3 dg stea AHeaHl fale feet Gnafs sal saig 
(Page 1264, Adi Granth) 
(Close with tune in Bihag) 
® 
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